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INTRODUCTION. 



THESE pages were originally in- 
tended simply for the eye of a friend. 
At first I shrank extremely from 
further publicity. But I felt that 
the-4dstory of my life, as well as 
my life itself belongs to Him Who 
redeemed me ; and I could not refuse 
to offer Him His own, I commit 
bothy therefore^ into His hands to 
employ ^and to fructify as He shall 
see fit May He Who loves to link 
many blessings together ^ deign to make 



Introdtiction. 



His ygift to me the channel of gifts 
to others. If this simple narrative of 
facts should aid one heart in a 
similar conflict, or point it to the 
same Rest, it will indeed be a rich 
addition to what has been already 
given. In Christ is the solution of 
all perplexities^ the remedy for all 
diseases y — the Rest from all conflicts. 
These pages are now in His hands. 
His healing touch can give virtue to 
tfie faintest words. May it accom- 
pany these. 



REST IN CHRIST, 



ETC. 




S a child, I had a strong 
tendency to build up Ideals 
for myself, to which it was my 
delight to devote, in imagination, 
every faculty of my nature, and 
every energy of my life. Very 
early all my other Ideals were 
absorbed into the one grand image 
of the Holy Catholic Church, — the 
Church of all ages and all lands. 
To me she was the widowed Spouse 
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of the Redeemer, — His image and 
representative on earth, sharing His 
reproach, and bowed down beneath 
the weight of His Cross. I loved 
her the more deeply because the 
days of her glory had faded, and 
her name was no more what it had 
been, — because her hedges were 
broken down, and her vineyards 
trampled under foot. I loved her 
with all the enthusiasm of patriotism, 
as the fatherland of my soul. I 
longed to spend and sacrifice my- 
self for her; the difficulty was how. 
As it was I could only dream of 
her, and wait. 

But ere long this Image grew too 



Crucifix and the Cross, 



vague to satisfy me. What was this 
One Universal Church, — holy and in- 
divisible ? — where was she ? — and what 
were her organs of utterance f The 
Anglican Church was only a small 
branch; how, then, had she become 
separated from the communion of the 
Body? At the Reformation. Was 
the Reformation, then, a necessary 
purification which had isolated the 
purifiers, or a presumptuous schism 
which had rent the Body of Christ ? 

I believed the former. The Conti- 
nental Churches, therefore, Greek and 
Roman, were our beloved but erring 
sisters. But what a melancholy con- 
clusion I had arrived at ! My Ideal 
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of Catholic Unity superseded by a 
distracted family, no one member of 
which was on speaking terms with 
the others ! And in opposition to 
this miserable parody of the Seam- 
less Vesture, arose, gradually and ma- 
jestically developing itself before me, 
the form of the Holy Roman Catholic 
and Apostolic Church, — one and un- 
divided, — venerable and ever youth- 
ful like our mother earth, — with the 
everlasting hills for her foundation, 
clothed in all the rich imagery of the 
South. Beside the empty and silent 
Anglican Temple, with its mongrel 
modem-gothic architecture, its velvet 
cushions for the rich, and its deal 
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benches for the poor, stood the ve- 
nerable Catholic Cathedral, its an- 
cient aisles echoing with the voices 
of many worshippers, — its altars fra- 
grant with the incense of perpetual 
prayer, — and, above all, still hallowed 
by a living infallible Voice of God. 
For a sect in which the heretic of one 
diocese was the hero of the next, — 
I beheld a Church animated from 
the living centre to the remotest cir- 
cumference, by one purpose and one 
feeling. 

It might, perhaps, be my duty pa- 
tiently to abide in my place in this 
desolate outer court, — to await some 
indefinite time when we, as a body. 
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might be re-admitted into the Fold, — 
but daily I grew to feel myself more 
and more as a penitent in the outer 
porch, — as the prodigal in the far 
country, — and daily the yearning 
grew stronger within me to arise and 
seek my Father's House. 

Such were my feelings with regard 
to the Church as my authoritative 
Teacher. Meanwhile a parallel pro- 
cess was going on as to the relation of 
ecclesiastical doctrine to my own soul. 

I had, I believed, been baptized 
into the Body of Christ, born anew 
in the spotless image of God; but 
was I spotless } — could I recognize 
in myself the Divine Image } — did I 
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love God supremely, or my neigh- 
bour as myself ? Alas, how far from 
it ! What was my spiritual life, but 
a series of weary struggles with un- 
subdued sin, — a sad record of evil 
habits unconquered, and temptations 
unresisted, and solemn resolutions 
broken, and fervent purposes grown 
cold ? I had fallen a second time 
from Paradise, I had crucified to my- 
self the Son of God afresh, — I had 
fallen from grace. There remained 
then for me nothing but penance and 
chastisement, — and a forlorn clinging 
to the forfeited mercy of God ; a 
faint trust that the * impossible ' of 
the Epistle to the Hebrews might be 
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softened into an almost. So I went 
on fasting until I was faint, passing 
nights on the floor or in reciting 
penitential Litanies, — striving hope- 
lessly to weep away my sins, until 
I grew to long exceedingly for that 
Sacrament which alone could re-knit 
the broken covenant of Baptism — 
that Sacrament of Penitence which 
the Anglican Church had rejected. 
I longed to confess my sins to an au- 
thorised ambassador of Heaven, and 
to hear from his lips the blessed 
announcement of pardon and peace. 

And was the sacrifice of the Sa- 
viour nothing to me all this time? 

If you had asked me, I should 
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probably have told you it was my 
only hope. That was the worst pang 
to my penance; the Son of God had 
died to win my heart back to God, — 
and I could not give it Him. The 
sacrifice of Christ was indeed the only 
hope of salvation, but I must labour 
to appropriate the benefits of that 
sacrifice. Jesus was to me not so 
much * The Way to God ' as He who 
had opened the way, — not so much 
the Redeemer, as He who had pro- 
vided the means for me to redeem my- 
self. The blood of the Cross was the 
holy Oil to consecrate my works of 
penance — not the Fountain to wash 
away my sins. Without the Saviou^ 
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I could not indeed have borne my 
burden. I did not see that my bur- 
den had been all laid on Him. 

I read the Bible indeed, but 
through the medium of the Tradi- 
tions, — I believed myself relying on 
Christ, but through the medium of 
the Sacraments. Thus to me the 
immediate Word of God was the 
dogma of the Church, — the imme- 
diate Way to Him the Sacraments 
of the Church. The Church was, 
in fact, my * Mediator between God 
and Man.* 

But then came the question, what 
traditions were authoritative } If 
those of the Anglican Church, what 
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were they ? What was the organ 
of speech of the Church of England ? 
Which of her conflicting parties ex- 
pressed her convictions ? How rely 
on an authority which contradicted 
itself and laid no claim to infalli- 
bility ? Must there not be an 
Apostolical Succession of doctrine 
as well as of ministry ? Had not 
the Church of England violently 
dissevered herself from the traditions 
of ages, and must not the Infallible 
Interpretation rest with her who 
traced her descent without flaw 
from Apostolic fathers, and whose 
walls still resounded with the sacred 
voice of the Vicar of Christ ? 
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Thus the wants of my soul and 
the enquiries of my mind led me 
to the same point as the aspirations 
of my imagination — to the Church 
of Rome. Still I did not positively 
join her communion. I was very 
young, — I distrusted my own im- 
petuosity; — I dreaded lest these 
yearnings for an infallible place of 
rest might be the mere impatient 
restlessness of a diseased imagina- 
tion, and a heart weary of its own 
conflicts. 

Just at this critical time, — having 
with the ecclesiastical traditions em- 
braced all the fundamental doctrines 
of Rome, — it was arranged that I 



should accompany some friends into 
France. Already Catholic in con- 
viction, for the first time I found 
myself in a Catholic country ; — it 
seemed to me, for the first time in 
a Christian country. The stamp of 
the faith was manifest everywhere 
at all times. Religion was not 
banished, as with us, to a corner of 
the week or of the city. 

By the wayside stood the Cross 
with the emblems of the Sacred 
Passion — the nails, the sponge, the 
spear ; by the market stood the 
church, its doors open to all who 
would step aside from the bustle of 

life to refresh their souls in its holy 

B 
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calm ; and in the press of traffic 
and of toil, the labourer, the market- 
woman, the peasant girl, found time 
to kneel beside the altar. In every 
thoroughfare the place of rest, — what 
symbol could be more beautiful ? 
Morning and evening the bells called 
to prayer, — and in the quiet of the 
vesper-worship, and the solemnity of 
the morning mass, I knelt and joined 
my prayers to those of the silent 
worshippers around. I felt for the 
first time at home. My faith was no 
more a singularity, but the faith of 
all, — I had entered a community of 
brethren. 

It is not necessary to enter into 
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details. Before long I wrote to tell 
my father and mother of my con- 
victions. They were of course griev- 
ously pained, and wrote to beg I 
would attend no more services or 
ceremonies of the Church. Accord- 
ingly, from that time, I never joined 
in any of the offices, but prayed 
silently for strength in quiet side 
chapels, weeping like a penitent be- 
tween the porch and the altar. 

In a few weeks I returned. I 
will not dwell on all the suffering 
that followed ; I seemed almost too 
paralysed to feel anything. It 
seemed as if I never could realise 
enough the solemnity of the step I 
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was about to take. I dreaded any 
indulgence of feeling, lest it should 
weaken my resolution, — a resolution 
which I believed to involve the 
salvation of my own soul, and 
through me the welfare of those 
dearest to me. So I continued re- 
citing Litanies, and the Rosary, and 
prayers from S. Ignatius Loyola's 
Exercitia Spiritualia. But my pray- 
ers seemed barren exercises, solitary 
struggles with my own heart. In 
vain I remained prostrate before the 
crucifix, seeking to kindle in my 
heart some sparks of love and zeal ; 
in vain I endeavoured to draw forth 
some tears of penitence. I could 
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not weep for my sins ; I could not 
weep for anything. I thought I 
was too hardened : I believe I was 
too wretched. 

At this time we went to spend a 
few days at the house of a relative. 
It happened that at the time a 
Foreign Protestant was staying there, 
of whom I had rather a pious horror, 
as of a confirmed heretic. 

My relations requested him to en- 
deavour to convince me of my error. 
Accordingly we had some contro- 
versial conversations. His arguments, 
however, did not in the slightest 
degree shake my convictions, and 
therefore only tended to confirm me in 
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them. Any facts which puzzled me I 
thought misinterpreted. He told me 
I had more imagination than verit- 
able piety ; I endured this accusation 
as an additional penance, and went on 
praying for perseverance and repeat- 
ing various formulas of devotion. 

At length, one sunny Sunday 
morning, he walked home with me 
from the church. Then, throwing 
controversy entirely aside, he spoke 
to me simply of the immeasurable 
and unmerited love of God, — of the 
burden of sin borne away by the 
Redeemer, — of the gift of undying 
iifoy — of the deep meaning of the 
title, Child of God, — of faith in the 
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Saviour as the sign of this blessed 
and eternal relationship. 'We can- 
not love before we live, — ^we cannot 
ourselves be the authors of our own 
life.' 'God loves us not because we 
are worthy, but His love will make 
its object worthy.* He spoke also 
more philosophically, but the simple 
words were, I think, those which 
penetrated the deepest. And very 
solemnly he said, ' I am no priest, 
no consecrating hand has been laid 
upon me, but if you believe in 
Jesus, I say to you as He said to 
the penitent who washed His feet 
with her tears, " Go in peace, thy 
sins are forgiven thee." ' 
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A strange power came with those 
words, and silenced all controversy. 

I retired to my own room. For 
the first time I forgot myself, my 
struggles, my sufferings, my good 
and evil works, and could only fall 
on my knees in an agony of tears, 
and say, ' My God ! guide me ! * 
For the first time I felt that I 
spoke to God, and that He heard me. 

Still the fetters were not burst. 
I thought it was a fearful danger 
to reject the light once received. 
Apostasy had a blacker curse than 
mere unbelief, — and that evening I 
still used the devotions of the Parois- 
sien as before. 
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Many conversations followed, — 
some of which did not affect me 
in the least, — as if to show me that 
it was not man's voice but God's 
which could touch the heart. Still 
the light increased slowly. I began 
to see that the work of redemption 
and salvation is not our's but God's, 
that Christ kas taken away our sins, — 
* has redeemed us with His precious 
blood,' — has reconciled us to God ; — 
until one night, in the solitude of 
my own room, I came back, like 
the Prodigal, to my Father's breast. 
I had scarcely dared to seek the 
wages of a hired servant, and now 
God Himself had compassion on me 



26 Rest in Christ ; or, the 



from afar, — and the Spirit bore wit- 
ness with my spirit that I was His 
child. I loved Him, because He had 
first loved me. For hours I was con- 
scious of nothing but the absorbing 
joy, ' My Father ! I am Thy child !* 
Then all Nature shone to me as 
the threshold of the re -opened 
heavens. The ruin of the fall was 
undone ; — the curse was removed 
from everything. Earth became like 
Paradise again, now that I was re- 
conciled to the Creator, and could 
seek instead ol flying from His Pre- 
sence, — labour, a blessed angelic 
work, for the sake of Him who 
died for our sakes, — life, a feast of 
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thanksgiving to Him, — death, the 
rending of the last veil of sepa- 
ration. All things were restored to 
harmony, because restored to their 
true Centre. The Universe was full 
of God, — and God was love. It 
mattered not where I was, since I 
was His, in His world. It seemed 
I had never known what love was 
until I knew what God's love was. 
My mother and father, — I seemed 
scarcely ever to have loved them 
before ; they were now so inexpres- 
sibly dearer. 

Then all ecclesiastical questions 
sank naturally into their right places. 
The Church could not lead me to 
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God, nor separate me from Him; 
for He was infinitely nearer to me 
than any Church system could be. 
What need was there of a Sacrifice, 
since the Son of God had offered 
Himself for our sins, and blotted 
them out, — or of a mediating priest- 
hood, since the Redeemer was the 
Way and the Priest, — or of Penance, 
since He had made complete satis- 
faction and obtained complete par- 
don ; or of priestly absolution, when 
the Saviour Himself pronounced us 
forgiven for His sake ; or of Tradi- 
tions, explanatory or complemental, 
when we have the Word of God, and 
the Comforter who first inspired it 
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for our living Interpreter, to 'guide 
us into all truth ?* 

What could be nearer to God than 
His own Son, — or to us than He Who 
is to us as the Head to the Body ? 

All Church systems, therefore, 
which sought to come between me 
and my God, were not mediums 
but barriers. 

The true Catholic Church was the 
band of the Redeemed in earth and 
heaven, who own no Master but 
their Redeemer ; the blessed Family, 
who side by side, in lowly brother- 
hood, with childlike trust, depend 
upon the Father, Who has recon- 
ciled them to Himself. 
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Henceforth I had no wish but 
that my life might be spent in the 
service of Him who had earned my 
deliverance at such a priceless cost. 
Joyful would be every toil and sacri- 
fice as the free service of love, and 
full of hope the conflict with sin 
and temptation, since ' it is God that 
worketh in us,' and our sanctification 
is ' His will ' as much as it can be 
ours. 

From a weary labourer, worn out 
with slavish and ineffectual toil, I 
had become as a little child, re- 
ceiving from God the free gift of 
eternal life, and of daily sustenance: 
— Prayer, from a weary * spiritual 
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exercise/ had become the simple 
asking from a Heavenly Father of 
daily bread. 

I had been toiling to build a 
tower whose top should reach unto 
Heaven, and in a moment all my 
laborious erections were scattered. 
God Himself came down into my 
heart as I slept, and drew my heart 
to Him. He healed the sick and 
restored the lost. 
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